YERMA
YERMA: For men, yes; but it's a different thing with women. I never
heard a man eating say, 'How good these apples are!' You go to
what's yours without bothering over trifles. But for myself, I can
say I've grown to hate the water from these wells.
VICTOR: That may be.
[The stage is in a soft shadow.]
YERMA: Victor.
VICTOR: Yes?
YERMA: "Why are you going away? The people here like you.
VICTOR: I've behaved myself.
[Pause.]
YERMA: You always behave yourself. When you were a boy, you
carried me once in your arms, do you remember that? One never
knows what's going to happen.
VICTOR: Everything changes.
YERMA: Some things never change. There are things shut up behind
walls that can't change because nobody hears them.
VICTOR: That's how things are.
[The SECOND SISTER appears and goes slowly toward the door,
where she remains faced, illuminated by the last light of evening.]
YERMA: But if they came out suddenly and shrieked, they'd fill the
world.
VICTOR: Nothing would be gained. The ditch in its place, the sheep
in fold, the moon in the sky, and the man with his plough.
YERMA: The great pity is we don't profit from the experience of
our elders!
[The long and melancholy sound of the shepherds9 concha-shell horns is
heard.]
VICTOR: The flocks.
JUAN [enters]: Are you on your way?
VICTOR: Yes. I want to get through the pass before daybreak.
JUAN: Have you any complaints to make against me?
VICTOR: No. You paid me a good price.
JUAN [to YERMA]: I bought his sheep.
YERMA: You did?
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